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PROEM 

In hours of idleness, 

And happy interludes 

Of Life's more serious stress, 

And weary work-day moods, 
' Mid books, on mountain way, 
In sea-girt solitudes, 

I gathered, day by day, 
Unvalued, unperceived, 
Trifles that tempting lay, 

Shell-petalled, seaweed-leaved. 
Odd store of memories, 
Where I had loved or grieved. 

Gray moths or butterflies 
With heedless hand I took, 
And, were it weak or wise. 

Pressed all within a book. 
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A CHURCH LEGEND 
' Relicti sunt duo misera et misericordia. ' — Augustine. 

With thought -bent brow and wistful eyes, that knew 

The weakness of the many 'gainst the few, 

Though voiced by loving lips that spoke and taught 

As never yet a man spake, overwrought 

AMth prayer-engendered pity for mankind 

Enslaved by blinded leaders of the blind, 

Who sinned in their high places, pitiless, 

And swift to judge the poor man's wickedness, 

The Master passed from the inspiring height 

Of altarless, unpriested Olivet — 

The mount that often knew His bended knees, 

Caught His hot tears of agonising pleas 

For mercy — passed with strengthened step to where 

In the high temple built with hands men stood in pra) er. 

Within the Porch he saw a waiting throng 

Of fox-eyed sleek-cheeked men in garments long. 



2 A CHURCH LEGEND 

Broad hemmed, brow-bound with broad phylacteries, 

A gathering of the power-proud Pharisees, 

And with them many of the black-robed Scribes. 

From the steep steps the outer crowd hurled gibes 

Upon a woman in the midst, her gown 

In tears, with frightened eyes, and all her hair adown. 

He neared. The eldest, one whose white-eaved brows 

Beetled above squint eyes, shaped like to sloes 

Hung 'neath some first snowed thorn bough, looking down 

A vulture nose upon the long beard grown 

An ashy white, save where around his lips 

A rusty russet like an iron spring drips. 

Caressed by fawning fingers as he spoke 

Hailing the Master : — 

' Teaclier, we invoke 
Thy counsel ; we are come to Thee to know 
If meed of mercy thou would'st bid bestow 
Or fullest punishment for proven sin. 
Behold this woman. She is shamed, unclean. 
Hath set at nought our lawgiver's command 
Against adultery ; doth convicted stand 
By mouth of witnesses ; she should be stoned. 
She with her paramour, as clear deponed 



A CHURCH LEGEND 3 

By Moses, and the Roman will allow 

Our ancient usage ; but — what sayest Thou ? ' 

He ceased ; the others' eager eyes were turned 
Upon the Nazarene, and hungry burned 
Like wolves' eyes in a snow-bound forest way 
Upon some sleigh-wrecked traveller at bay. 

Helpless, the woman looked for help askance. 
And once, once only, caught the Master's glance, 
Just as He stooped, deigning no word, nor sound, 
But with His finger wrote upon the sand-strewn ground. 

They waited glaring on him. She could hear 
Their quick breath panting, and the crisp sand clear 
Rustle beneath his finger tip. Then all 
evolved, barking on him : — 

'Teacher! Rise; we call 
This temple to our witness. Give us speech 
Upon this matter. Can Thy wisdom reach 
It not ? Speak to us, we will hear.' 

His form. 
Like a bent ash after a sudden storm. 



4 A CHURCH LEGEND 

Rose slowly straight, and with calm eyes that read 
Their thoughts, in tones of sorrow, Jesus said : 
' Let him among you that no sin hath done 
Cast the first stone at her.' 

Then bending prone 
In silence He kept writing on the stone. 

The eldest, shoulder-shrugging, moved aside, 
With scornful eyebrow lift, and craning pried 
To read the writing ; even as he peered 
His blood-shot face went whiter than his beard, 

For there he saw revealed a hidden thing — 

His secret unsuspected chambering. 

Conscience upsurged and choked' him, that he bowed 

His haughty head and slunk into the crowd. 

Another full of wonder, looked, and found. 
All his own sins writ large upon the ground. 
Tottered away amazed and ashamed. 

Thus one by one they left the woman blamed, 
Scanned thei;: own records black with many a sin, 
And so departed, leaving none within 
The Porch save Christ and the adulteress. 



A CHURCH LEGEND 5 

She stood spell-bound, a faint forgetfulness 
Of sin swept o'er her, as a little wind 
Swept o'er the sand and left no trace behind 
Of what the Christ had written. 

He arose 
And lifted up Himself, then moving close 
In pity : 

' Woman,' saith He, ' where be these 
Accusers of thee ? Have they made surcease ? 
Hath none condemned thee ? ' 

Then she uttered word. 
With bowed head on wet bosom : ' No man. Lord.' 
Forth flowed the balm of mercy on her sore, 
' Neither do I ; go thou and sin no more.' 



IMMORTALITY 

The gray mysterious heaven raineth down 
Slant drops that cease upon the land or sea ; 
The morning sea mist, the enblossomed tree 

Some part of re-arisen raindrops own ; 

Earth cannot stifle nor the ocean drown 
The immortal germ of their vitality. 
E'en as the helpless rain doth fall, so we 

From antenatal cloudland all unknown. 

Fortunate if our life some beauty hath, 
Caught for a moment in a rainbow's path. 
Some brief delight where all the rest is gray. 

That we may rise as a to-morrow's mist. 
As leaves upon the Life Tree re-exist, 
Ever enrainbowed, ever fair, we pray. 



AT THE EBB 

The tide is low. Along the littered fen 

The carrion gulls are prowling to and fro 
Slant eyes on a poor corse washed home again- — 
The tide is low. 

Life's tide is strong, and at its fullest flow 

Sweep quick from sight the baser deeds of men 
They say ' The sea is secret, none will know.' 

May death's sands giye no horrors to our ken. 
No jetsam of wrecked vows of long ago. 
No drift-weed of unlovely actions, when 
The tide is low. 



THE SOUTHERN CROSS 

There hung a hatchment in the southern sky, 

With mellow tints of ancient ivory 

The full moon lipped the ripple curling by, 

Swung like a bell tongue in the soundless bell 

Of heaven, the night wind hushed beneath her spell, 

The dumb sea answering with muffled swell. 

-Above, around, beneath, sky, air, and sea. 
Blent into one, yet tremulously three, 
A circle lifeless as eternity. 

She paused a moment, on the sea marge hung ; 
No sound from the far touch of the silver tongue. 
But a wide trail of glorious radiance flung 
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Its pall of hoar reflection silently 
Across the dark face of the glooming sky, 
Like light upon the eyes of saints who die. 

The breeze went with the moonlight down the steep, 
Beyond the horizon westward, while the deep 
Heaved with the innocence of infant sleep. 

Unconscious of the stains and storms of sin 

The air breathed, pure and soft with hope's star-sheen. 

Pity for all the evil that has been. 

While ever to the southward up the wide 
Expanse, emmirrored in the trembling tide 
Shone the great symbol of the Crucified. 



10 



HEREAFTER 

Foam flowers, born of the breezes and brief as stars that 
fall, 
^\'ave-born sea dew that sparkles a space in the tropical 
sun — 
Such are the thoughts, the pleasures, that brighten and 
bless us all, 
From our dawn to the changeless night when our 
course is run. 
Dayspring adrift on the deep, and lifespring ashine on 
our hearts 
Lend to the sparkles of each their pure evanescent 
light. 
Night time like unto death time, when the white moon- 
light departs, 
Leaveth the world below dark, but above hang the 
flowers of night. 



HEREAFTER 1 1 

Souls shall ascend and adore them as eye and the heart 
adore 
Flowers of sea or of thought, and, winging through star- 
strewn space, 
Feed upon beauty that changes not, wearies not, more 
and more 
Growing beautiful till they behold unashamed God's 
face. 



CURIOSITY 

Angels lightly winging near 
Earth's encircling atmosphere 
Look adown with longing eye, 
Full of curiosity. 
Drawing closer in the night, 
Like a white moth to a light, 
Now and then a bolder one 
Like a swift hawk swoopeth down — 
But the rough air stings and brings 
Withering fire to angel wings. 

Watchers in the night afar 
Say ' Behold a falling star.' 

Prying souls of men that try 
Solving of life's mystery, 



CURIOSITY 

By an unallowed recourse 
To the aid of occult force, 
Seeking ghostly knowledge hid 
In the realms to man forbid, 
Striving all too soon to stand 
On the shore of angel-land. 
In the strange air faint and burn, 
Ne'er to sanity return. 

Angels looking downward say 
' Hell is spurting sparks to-day. 
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BIRTH AND BURIAL 

' Behold the vault,' the old man said, 
' Where lie the house of Uther's dead. 

Shroudless and fleshless, side by side : 
Kneel, my son, and with barfed head 

Offer a prayer for all who died.' 

He signed his breast with a cross for sign ; 
Down the dark steps, one hand in mine. 

The other on his torch held high. 
He led me to the grated shrine 

Wherein their generations He. 

Silent we stood in the silent place ; 
Slowly I gathered heart of grace. 

And looked upon the gathered dead, 
Peaceful dead of a fighting race. 

Each resting on his rock-cut bed. 



BIRTH AND BURIAL 

On a loosened skull my fingers fell 
Wherein a spider had made his cell, 

Lifted it up where the torchlight shone ; 
Like a clapper in a fractured bell 

Something struck on the sutured bone — 

Struck and rolled like a leaden tear 
From the hollows where the eyeballs were, 

Fell to the ground with a little thud, 
Lay at my feet a moulded sphere, 

Sign of some former deed of blood. 

Was it foul or fair ? What hurried soul 
Leapt from that little bullet hole 

Into the springs of faith and creed ? 
A silent witness, a deep scratched scroll 

I saw on the lead, still plain to read. 

I held it to the torch's flare, 

I caught the old man's frightened stare 

That looked straight through me to the past 
With the distant gaze that madmen wear, 

And read, rude graven, ' Mine at last.' 



1 6 BIRTH AND BURIAL 

' Tell if thou knowest, old man/ I said, 
' The story whose title is on this lead, 

Whose was the hand that sped the shot ? 
What brain once beat in this hollow head ?' 

For a space he stood and answered not. 

Then hung his torch on a rusted nail ; 
Pale as the whitened bones were pale, 

Sank to the ground on bended knee : 
' I draw,' he said, ' a sacred veil 

For no man knows what I tell to thee. 

' From olden time they bury not. 
Nor mound their dead to slowly rot. 

But naked of enshrouding clay. 
Safe housed in this grim vaulted grot 

The Uthers wait the judgment day. 

' In yonder hall lived a fair young wife 
Great with the pulse of a coming life, 

A life that would gather land and fee, 
And heal the breach of a kindred strife, 

Born of a father beyond the sea.' 
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' One noon his brother riding by, 
With sullen hate in his steely eye, 

Said to the lady " Death cometh soon, 
The fight is fought. 'Twas his to die." 

And she believed and sank aswoon. 

' He hailed the vassals and bade them make 
A coffin for his dead sister's sake ; 

" We'll bear her not to the Crag," he said, 
" For the birds to pluck. The spell shall break — 

She shall coffined lie with the fleshless dead." 

' They bare her out with wail and woe, 
He left her here and turned to go ; 

Then spurring up the hill apace. 
There by the pollards, riding slow. 

He met his brother face to face. 

' " Villain, whence comest ?" "I come from the dead, 
Your wife in the vault ha\'e I coffined laid, 

When lies an Uther, earth to earth — 
Do you believe the spell ? " he said, 

" Out of the tomb two deaths, one birth." 



i8 BIRTH AND BURIAL 

' Then with a treacherous sudden blow 
Of his sword he laid his kinsman low, 

Turned with a laugh and rode away. 
The Uther staunched his life blood's flow, 

Crawled to the vault where his young wife lay, 

' Then bent him down by her side to die. 
Out of the coffin there came a cry. 

With his dying strength the wood was torn, 
A life was saved where two went by, 
Here mid the dead a boy was born. 

' My grandsire found them, and saved the child. 
Its lips in its father's blood defiled, 

Reared him and taught him whom to hate ; 
Till here, to this very vault beguiled, 

His mother's murderer met his fate.' 
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YVONETTE 

Red of the roses of ruddy June, 
^^'armth of a haloless harvest moon, 
Blent on her forehead, cheek, and neck, 
Pure and rounded and soft ; no fleck 
Of age 'neath eyes whose melting hue 
Was caught from Capri's cavern blue ; 
Her autumnal auburn of russet hair 
Old beechen woods in sunlight share ; 
A perfect flower on perfect stem, 
A hill-born spring, a god-cut gem. 
Meet for the kingdom of heaven as yet 
Lived in her maidenhood Yvonette. 

Strong and brave in the Eastern fight 
Reckless there rides an armoured knight ; 
A leaf, a lock of hair are blent 
In a talisman to shield his tent, 

C 2 



YVONETTE 

A badge of troth when far away 

'Mid spoil and toil of march and fray, 

A souvenir of early joys 

From Yvonette to black Sir Boys : 

Joys of mown meadow, wood, and race 

That ended oft in a close embrace, 

Till the lightsome maid gave him beriison 

When he first put manhood's armour on. 

Sweet and bright in her gray, green, home 

The fair free feet of the maiden roam ; 

Fatherless 'mid the forest trees. 

Motherless o'er the lusty leas. 

The gem beamed bright, the rill flowed free. 

The flower bloomed for the homing bee. 

And facet, and petal, and ripple shone 

With the light of the love Sir Boys had won, 

A love that burgeoned in solitude 

From a girlhood's grace to a woman's mood, 

Ready to burst like a bud in May 

A\'hen its sun returns from the Eastern fray. 

Hoofs ring loud 'neath the beechen trees 
A clarion sounds on the evening breeze 



YVONETTE 

Eager she catches the well-known call, 
Letting the beaded 'broidery fall. 
Sir Boys is there ! Down the winding stair, 
One hand on her heart, one on her hair, 
Her lashes with tears of welcome wet 
Speedeth to meet him Yvonette. 
Her arms like August eglantine 
Around his strong bronzed neck entwine. 
The iron that still round his bosom clings 
Her soft love enfolds like angel wings. 



In one short clasp of passion sweet 
Sir Boys encircles Yvonette, 
Then hand and hand on her shoulders laid 
Speaks quick and low to the blushing maid : 
' Brief is my home coming, cousin mine. 
Away on that sorrel steed of thine, 
One little week in my high built hall 
We'll keep together love's festival ; 
Then I must hence for a short sad year. 
While thou may'st b'de my coming here 
One little year, and then for weal 
I'll se^k the Holy Church's seal.' 



YVONETTE 

She stood as if sudden done to death, 

No sound in the air but her quickened breath, 

With a 'wildered glance akin to fear. 

As of one who looks in an opened bier. 

Her heart was still a moment's span. 

While o'er the ruddy sudden ran 

A white as the leaves of lilies are. 

Brief as the foam-edged ship-cut scar 

Upon the ocean's swelling breasts 

AVhen the white wind snows on a million crests, 

Then the red ran redder her cheeks along, 

And from rubied lips her speech sped strong. 



' Is this your greeting ? This to me ? 
Better have died beyond the sea. 
Than let me feel the bitter cost 
Of an honour spoiled, a lover lost. 
You have forgot the maid you left — 
For this my sire your helm had cleft, 
And though my mother's aid be gone 
Her dying prayer is my talisman. 
On the Virgin's grace my hopes are hung, 
Back to its sheath your tempting tongue ; 



YVONETTE 

Not thus, not now, can my love be won. 
Nor evermore by you. Begone ! ' 

One strong bright flash from the god-cut gem 
Met his proud eyes and quenched them, 
The pure spring's cold untarnished flow 
Quelled his desires' unhallowed glow ; 
But as he turned with a curse and went. 
He never saw how the flower bent. 

The country side in the after years 

Tell how the rill ran dry of tears. 

How the gem was dimmed by a cruel rime. 

The flower faded in flowering time : 

In unlovely loneness, sad and sweet, 

Died in her maidenhood Yvonette. 
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TO SLEEP 

A\'hy dost thou come 
With sad gray pinions darkening the stars 

Our fancy seeks the secret of? And when 
The spirit soars star-high, about to ken 
Their mysteries, let thy false familiars 

Delirium 
Of incompleted dreams, a motley train, 

But uselessly remembered when we wake, 
Turn all the night to nothingness, and make 
A fool's travesty of a thinking brain ? 
AVhy dost thou come ? 

What dost thou here, 
^Miere the strong student wrestles with his thought 
In the sure quiet of the lamplit night, 
Upon the sands of solitude, his might 
Braced by the silences ? Day, overfraught 
With foolish care, 
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Impoverished his mind's magnetic flow, 
Its numerous noises iced his intellect ; 
Thou numbing vampire, why dost thou select 

His greatest hour of triumph to lay him low ? 
What dost thou here ? 

Sleep, turn aside ; 
Night hath united two whom love has chosen. 
Their interrupted kisses only leave 
Their swooning eyes a moment space to grieve 
That lips to whisper love must lips unloosen. 

Must thou divide ? 
AVhy rob love of one hour of loveliness, 
Fowling two lovers in thy narrow net. 
To make their meshfed spirits all forget 
The sweet short night that freedom gave to bless ? 
Sleep, turn aside. 

AVhy dost pass over. 
And leave wide open the poor tear-stained eyes 
Of sorrow, sickness, hunger, weary age, 
Nor let a short forgetfulness assuage 
The waking memory of their miseries ? 
Dost thou discover 
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Hyssop and blood upon the lintel laid 
By those who once received thee as a curse ? 
Or is thine innate nature so perverse 

Thou wilt not pay them when they would be paid 
Why dost pass over ? 

' Shall there be sleep ? ' 
The happiest whisper sometime ; ask ' How long 
Before the curtain -dropping, and — what then? 
There is no 'Yea,' nor 'Nay,' only 'Amen,' 
When wearily ' Shall there be sleep or song ? ' 

Ask they that weep. 
Hereafter, when Death's gray moon-dawn is breaking, 
Shall there be in an ever-silent grave 
Dreamless eternal sleep ? Or, if they have. 
The dead a dream of heaven, shall there be waking 
Sweeter than sleep ? 
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WINTER AND OLD AGE 

Cold the white snow, 

Sluggish the flow 
Of the withered earth's stream veins, her pulse beateth 
slow ; 

Hushed is all song 

Woodbirds among, 
Where the shrill wind is swirling the chill leaves along. 



Snow-white and wan 

Old age of man. 
Through his shrivelled veins trickles the blood that once 
ran. 

Dulled eye and ear, 

Joys disappear 
In the wind of death's wings, swooping daily more near. 



28 WINTER AND OLD AGE 

Cold snow will warm, 

Still birds will swarm, 
Nature weep tears of joy in the first April storm ; 

Kind earth will give her 

Full breasts to the river, 
But to cold white old age comes new happiness never. 
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YOUTH'S MISTAKE 

Youth stood fair with back-blown hair above the mists 
of morning, 
On Ufe's hill top with the sun's young gold aflame, 
Blown gold, golden breezes, were the robes of his 
adorning, 
Blue eyes fixed upon the blue from whence he came. 

Downward flow the rills of rain upon the hill top falling. 
Downward sinks the gem cast in the yielding sea ; 

Youth, whom from the shrouding mist were unknown 
voices calling. 
Turned and took the downward step, no longer free. 

Never in life's valleys shall he know the hill breeze, 
never 

In the haze of action see the new-born sun, 
But in turbid streams of uncontrollable endeavour 

Ever regret the heaven that he might have won. 
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CONTENTMENT 

Spare your labour, bate your breath ; 
In the busy race to death 
First place what advantageth ? 

Honour, riches, fame and land, 
Death hath writ them contraband. 
Wrests them from the dying hand. 

Toil of tilth, or war of words. 
Craft of commerce, swirl of swords. 
Win no more than misers' hoards. 

Thought and knowledge, care and fret 

Only weariness beget ; 

Cast them from you and forget. 

Trouble not with ' how ' and ' why,' 
Blest in restful apathy. 
Let the noisy race run by. 
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DESIRES 

Thistles I bear, not grapes, 

Figs grow not on briars ; 
To fantastic shapes 

Blossom man's desires. 
Blossom not to fruit 

Fig sweet, meet for wine. 
From the soil their root 

Folly drinketh in. 
Red though folly's berries, 

Fair as thistledown. 
In their juice no cheer is 

When the summer's flown. 



LAISSEZ ALLER 

The fruit that is not eaten 
Some other hps may sweeten, 

When seeded to a tree ; 
The grass that knows not mowing 
May ripen into sowing 

Some greener upland lea. 

There's weariness in scything, 
On fruitage there is tithing. 

But in the shade is rest ; 
The grass is soft for sleeping, 
The wild fruit spoils in keeping. 

Sweet sleep and shade are best. 

The bee may hive his honey, 
The toiler hoard his money. 
Ambition title gain, 
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But honey hunters stifle, 
Our heirs our coffers rifle, 
Position bringeth pain. 

An unsought good is sweetest ; 
For man is Nature meetest, 

Her beauties never pall ; 
Through life the peaceful dreamer 
Is happier than the schemer. 

And happiness is all. 
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SUCCESS 

Safe only he, he only strong, 

Who through past failures draws, and wrong, 

Obliterations sear along ; 

Sets seal upon unwelcome thought, 
Counts every foil and fall as nought. 
Nor diiferentiates ' can ' and ' ought.' 

His mind no feverish memories fret, 
No weak repentances beget 
Recurrent agues of regret. 

Concentred in himself he strides. 
Neglectful of the world besides, 
Knows that the past his own past hides. 

Active and bold he breasts the hill, 
Though steep the climb his heart is still. 
The summit won by his ' I will.' 
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EQUALITY 

Articulate with aspirations high, 

Instinct with longings for their common good, 
The voices of the thoughtless multitude 

Faint into the dark night, they know not wh)-. 

From out the darkness comes no answering cry, 
But evermore a phantom in the night. 
An idol set upon a baseless height, 

Beckons with upraised hand Equality, 

Bright with the sun kiss of another world, 

Hereafter to be realised through pain, 
Wtien this poor globe is into chaos hurled. 

But, till the fiat from on high be given, 

Man cries for peace, like storm-struck seas in vain 
Tossing foam-fingered hands to a deaf heaven. 
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LASSITUDE 

To live, with nothing new beneath the sun ; 

Each thought and deed we deem most personal 
A stale recurrence, long ago begun — 
The sorrow of it ! 

To work, yet know the greatest man achieves 

No meed of labour less ephemeral 
Than crumbling ant-hills or than last year's leaves- 
The worry of it ! 

To love, and of all else to take no heed. 

To let one woman's eyes our souls enthral, 
When love's no rarer than a pretty weed — 
The folly of it ! 

To die, engendering a few brief tears, 

Unknown or honoured our memorial, 
They reck not of it the forgetful years — 
The pity of it ! 



37 



TEARS 

A GRASSY knoll, 

A lonely child 

Unreconciled 
To brother's fleers, 

A broken doll — 
And tears. 

A high cliff's brow, 

A girl remote, 

An open note 
Whose message sears, 

A broken vow — 
And tears. 

The churchyard's bourn, 
A form inhersed, 
A torch reversed 

At twenty years, 
A broken urn — 
And tears. 



FAIR YLAND 

Zephyrs bright as rainbows, 

Colours light as air, 
Weave the dainty garments 

That the fairies wear. 

Dreams of little children. 
Dreams that angels brought 

From their home in heaven — 
These are fairies' thought. 

Rustle on the treetop. 
Ripple on the beach, 

Hum of homing insect — 
These are fairies' speech. 
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Where no man hath trodden, 

Floweret or foam, 
Leaf or cloud or colour, 

There is fairies' home. 

In man's soul immortal, 

Sinless or forgiven, 
When it leaves the body, 

There is fairy heaven. 
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SLEEP AND DREAMS 

Sleep is the sea of the world'of the brain, 

Fathomless mysteries healing, 
Graciously grown of primeval rain. 

Glories from cloudland stealing. 

Dreams are the waves of the sea of sleep. 

Fugitive, changeful, breaking, 
Born of the night wind far on the deep, 

Lost on the shore of waking. 
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A CHILD'S KISS 

Notes of bird's song, 
A leaf's life on a tree — 

These endure too long, 

Till their beauty tire. 
Stars are not fair to see 

As a spark of fire. 



The star that falls 
Is the pride of the night, 

A swift scent recalls, 

A flash of bright wings. 
Some old dream of delight 

Found in fugitive things. 



A CHILD'S KISS 

An hour defiles 
All the things that endure, 

Sunshine and smiles 

They darken and die : 
E'en the rainbow is sure 

Of tears in the sky. 

This only is pure, 
Nought is sweeter than this, 

Mid things unsure. 

In a life defiled : 
The first unasked kiss 

From the lips of a child. 
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THE SWALLOW AND THE BEE 

' Leave your labour and your hive 

In the hollow pollard tree, 
I will tell you how to thrive, 

' If you fly away with me 
To my sunny honeyed home,' 
Chirped the swallow to the bee. 

Hummed the bee, ' It's rash to roam. 

Rich the scented summer time, 
I've hid honey in the comb ; 

' When the bloom is off the lime, 
Blurred the roses, I can rest. 
Stored secure against the rime. 

' Bleak and barren then your nest.' 
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CHER CHEZ LA FEMME 

' There was war in heaven,' I read. 
Strange ! as if the bloodless dead 
Made the churchyard stones run red. 

Long I sought the reason why 
Angels, who could never die, 
Quarrelled in the peaceful sky ; 

Till I found from ancient lore 
Men believed in days of yore 
Souls incarnate o'er and o'er. 

There was one who seemed to me 
Fairer than of earth to be, 
Argive Helen of history. 

' Twas for her in heaven, I thought, 
Her so fair, so favour-fraught, 
Michael and the Devil fought. 
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EASTERN SUNRISE 

Earth's veil was on the soft moon's light, 

Like golden fruit among 
Swayed cloud leaves on the tree of night 

The round stars hung. 
From fruit to fruit of the glorious tree 
^^^nged angels making minstrelsy, 
While slowly over land and sea 

Sleep's censer swung. 



A sudden breeze of light, that blushed 

O'er sea and land and sky. 
Shook all the shadows faint in hushed 

Expectancy. 
Great dreamful dawn had oped her eyes 
In one swift flash of soft surprise, 
Then closed them as a life that dies 

In infancy. 
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One little hour of dark and sleep 

Till dawn awoke again, 
Then purple cloud and purple deep 

Were rent in twain, 
As veils to let a glory through 
That ambered into orange hue, 
While sudden shafts of radiance flew 

Above the main. 

The giant that carries on his head 

The great globe of the world, 
Rubies upon the cloudbank shed. 

Where dawn had pearled. 
Breathed fire the eastern verge along, 
Struck all the silence into song. 
Then upward, sudden, swift, and strong 
His sun ball hurled. 
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AT SIERRA LEONE 

' Where is your fetish, white man, say ? 

Weak man loving the shade of the tree, 
Pale man made of a slighter clay, 
Show us a sign for out eyes to see. 

Be our sun too strong for his little might, 
Let him give us a sign in the coming night. 

' Black man, our fetish is stronger far 

Than the heat of your sim at utter noon, 
Greater than all the gods that are. 

You ask for a sign. I will pray a boon 
WUl loosen your knees in abject fear 
This very nightfall. Great Fetish, hear. 

'Water and fire are nothing akin. 

Nightly the sea's mouth swallows the sun. 

Grant me pure fire from the sea to win, 
When the sun is sunk and the day is done. 
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Out of the water let fire appear, 

Show them your power. Great Fetish, hear 

' White man, after the sunset hour, 

Shall my people come to the starlit beach. 
See if your fetish will show us his power. 
Grant us the sign that your prayers beseech. 
If fire from the water he bringeth forth, 
We'll yield to the white man out of the north.' 

The strand grew dark with an anxious crowd. 

People and priests of the lion's land ; 
I turned to the sea and I prayed aloud, 
A long bamboo in my outstretched hand. 
Then plunged it adown in the water dark — 
Suddenly kindled a greatening spark. 

Then like bubbles of air to the surface flashed 

Bubbles of fire like stars in the sky ; 

People and priests, at the sight abashed. 

Prostrate fell with a wondering cry : 

' We have looked on his terrible fire and live ; 
Great is your fetish, may he forgive.' 
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Many a priest in his own heart saith : 

' Would that the dial of time were stayed, 
That a lesser knowledge, a larger faith, 
Had kept mankind of fetish afraid ; 

That our flocks might see with a holy fear 
A miracle in a life-buoy flare.' 
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NIGHT 

In full resplendent roundness the moon shone 
Through palm groves, silvering the silences, 
No dreamlet shook a leaf of the sleeping trees. 

Or outline of their feathered shadows. One 

Like an abandoned fan lay spread upon 
The white breasts of my love, whose cadences 
Its breath had lulled, e'en as a waning breeze 

Lulls the soft sea and every curl thereon. 

White breast seemed whispering gently unto breast 
' Good night ; ' the trembling eyelashes reposed 
One on the other, toying into rest 

Sweet sleepful eyes, as the soft opiate power 

Of night her senses delicately closed, 
As close the petals of an evening flower. 



5< 



MORNING 

The strong sun smiled through the green jalousies ; 

A truant ray of him triumphant ran 

Across the sable silk-endraped divan 
Whereon my white love slept, and kissed her eyes, 

That trembled 'neath their lashes in surprise. 

As under long grass flowers of gentian 

Bee kissed at summer dawn. More languorous than 
A diffluent river weed the ivories 

Of her round limbs moved at the touch of him. 

One strayed pale arm across her bosom turned, 
Seeking its fellow in sleep's twilight dim, 

And touched me. Tremulously low she sighed, 

Started, through opened eyelids wonder burned. 
Then love that knew reclosed them satisfied. 



TO . A DREAM 

Dream fingers played upon 

My sleeping brain 

A weird refrain 
Of voices dead and gone, 
Where through no vision shone, 

But a swift strain 

Of love and pain, 
Unfigured, heard alone. 

Amid the riot 

Of tones unquiet 
Your voice resounded royal ; 

The ghostly feud 

Of sound subdued, 
To you I rested loyal. 
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A PACK OF CARDS 

An unbound book 
My brain engages ; 

Four chapters, two- 
And-fifty pages ; 

Large type de luxe, 
W'ell illustrated— 

Edition ? hem ! 
Undated. 

Gold in the book, 
Alchemist's magic : 

Shuffle the leaves 
It's blackly tragic ; 

Shuffle again, 
A ruddy revel ; 

Its author ? Well — 
The Devil. 
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An extra plate — 

Two diamond aces — 

Two critics met 
At twenty paces. 

This state unique 
They wrangled over ; 

Death trumped one — who 
My lover. 



A THREAT 

Heart, are you longing 
With new desire ? 

Your master wronging 
With phantom fire 

That lures to danger, 

To lost repose, 
To jealous anger 

And bitter woes. 

I'll not untreasure 

My love again, 
To win you pleasure 

And leave me pain. 

Your ardour cool it 
Or we shall rue : 

A leaden bullet 
End nie and you. 
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LOVE 

Fairy harps in fairy revels make no harmony Hke his, 
Love the motley piper, singing, piping listeners into 
bliss. 

Western blossom, eastern perfume, shed not languors as 

intense 
As love's incense softly stealing, paradising soul and 

sense. 

Fairer than the fairest sea-flower, brighter than an Indian 

bloom. 
Love is rainbowed with the radiance of bright lightnings 

in the gloom. 

Hearts beat strongest, sail the swiftest toward the beacon 

Love has fired. 
Songs of minstrels, deeds of heroes, best and bravest 

Love inspired. 
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Let us worship him together, make oblation of a kiss, 
On his perfumed altars offer our two hearts for sacrifice. 

He is older than the sea gods, stronger than the sky gods 

he, 
Love the hieroglyph of heaven. Love the secret of the 

sea. 
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A REASON 

You ask me why I killed my love, 
With the bloom of youth about her ; 

My days she never filled, my love, 
The nights were long without her. 

And this is why I killed my love. 

Nor youth nor bloom could daunt me, 
For ever young I willed my love 

By day and night should haunt me. 
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FIJiST LOVE 

My face and every line of it, 

My eyes, though yours were merged in mine, 
My voice, my words you may forget 
And the own perfume of the wine 
That in love's winepress you and I 
Trod lightly out a year gone by. 

Alas ! no cobwebbed cellar keeps 

Love's vintage from the chilling cold, 
In no heart's vault it mellowing sleeps. 
Nor groweth finer growing old ; 

Love must be quaffed while sweet and new- 
We did not waste it, I and you. 

You may forget the garnering. 

Your first love teacher 'neath the leaves ; 
Around your life new birds will sing — 
No newer love an old love grieves ; 

My heart, my face, the years will change. 
And if we meet you'll deem me strange. 



6o FIRST LOVE 

But this you never will forget, 

Not when you stand upon the brink 
On life's last cape, with death's spray wet. 
The iirst, best, sweetest, goodliest drink 
Of Love, that in the grape-red south 
I held last year unto your mouth. 
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J/y LOVE 

My love is like an orchard tree 

Now with blossomy verdure gay, 
Now with ripe fruit she comforts me ; 
When winter waxeth she will say : — 
' Not to-day or fruit or bloom, 
Wait awhile till summer come.' 

My love might prove her lover's saviour 

If she would less inconstant be, 
Now bridling in brocade behaviour, 
Now soft in samite fondling me ; 
If she change so, why should I 
Constant at her sandals lie ? 

My love is coy or feigns be so. 

My love is proud or proud would seem, 
She will not let my hurt heart know 
If it must wake or still may dream ; 
If I find some kinder she, 
Serve her right who plagued me. 
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CHOOSING 

Love led me on, beseeching me to choose 

One of his maids, whose skill in love should noose 

My wild pleasures. 

Teach me measures, 

Sweet, secure, sedate. 
LoVe whispered, ' Choose and I will bless, e'er choosing 
be too late.' 

Love led me on to one whose wanton eyes 
Played like bright lightning over midnight skies, 

But thereunder 

Pealed the thunder. 

Said I, all dismayed, 
' Deceitful Love, I fear to burn ; seek me some gentler 
maid.' 

Love led me on to one whose eyes of blue 
Peeped out from leafy lids as violets do, 
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But the meetness 
Of her sweetness 
Sadly I forewent, 
Another wooer had been unto her, and stolen away the 
scent. 

]^ove led me on — I bade him show no moe : 

' These love-learnt maids,' I cried, ' will bring me woe ; 

Me disdaining. 

My heart paining. 

They are not for me. 
No maid will I whom Love has known ; mine must be 
fancy-free.' 



64 



CA UGHT 

A SHOT in the wood — the hare's away 
From her warm snug form in the heather 

To a muse she knows 'long a beaten way, 
Trod by her and the rabbits together ; 

Across the dingle she speeds, in the plough 
Pauses short in her stride to listen. 

Then with ears laid back she crouches low- 
On her fur the brushed dew-drops glisten. 

Away, my heart, like the frightened hare, 

For Love is afoot in the hollows ! 
His bow is bent, and the frosty air 

Whistles clear where his arrow follows. 
Into the bracken, a bound, a dart. 

The hunter his view of you loses, 
A choke, a sob, you are caught, my heart — 

Sly Love has set wires in the muses. 
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ME DEN AG AN 

A LITTLE love is a dew-drop bright, 

A kiss of the dark begins it ; 
A diamond's hght has a great love's might, 

And only a hero wins it. 

From eye to eye a little love leaps, 
A wandering curl will bind it ; 

A great love sleeps a pearl in the deeps. 
And but few there be who find it. 

Jewels will fetter a free caress, 

Make it harder to say ' Good bye ' — 

Let my lips replace that wandering tress. 
And on yours let the dew-drop die. 
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HUMMING-BIRDS 

Delicately fair 
Gleam from leaf to leaf, 
Wooed by every brief 

Kiss of summer air, 
Humming-birds that seem 
Fairer than a dream. 

Fair as these, my sweet 
Museth, by a fleet 
Breath of dreamland stirred. 

Heart, beware to use 
Kisses that may bruise 
Her, my humming-bird. 



67 



THE SEAL 

A LETTER came sealed with my love's seal red, 
Oil on the flame of my heart's desire ; 

This is the message the red seal said : 
' Wax to the taper, the scroll to the fire.' 

The wax on the paper's enfolded lips 
Felt the light touch of the graven stone 

That, poised 'twixt my darling's finger tips, 
Daintily, lightly had touched her own. 

I read the letter, then burned the sheet. 
\Velcome the words in my memory ran, 

I thought of that touch from the lips of my sweet- 
Kept the red seal for a talisman. 
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AN INFIDELITY 

There is hardly rise or dip, 

There is silence o'er the ship ; 
Laced in the sky, her tracery of spars 

Seems standing as in sleep, 

Pointing upward from the deep 
To the bright embroidered universe of stars. 

Stand we here upon the prow. 

Making heaven of our now, 
Looking forward where the moon in the warm night 

Full ahead the dark divides. 

As the pulsing steamer glides 
Up a broadening silver pathway of delight. 

Let our past be all forgot. 

Let the future be as nought, 
May your fancy to my fancy, dear, respond. 

Thoughts exchanged have brought us nearer, 

Let me deem you sweeter, dearer. 
Standing here in lone enchantment, fair and fond. 
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Would this moment, oh ! my own, 

We were turned to sentient stone. 
That the everlasting bound us evermore, 

Eyes, hearts, thoughts in unison. 

Ageless, changeless, passing on 
To ever new horizons with no shore. 

Bat a cloud upon the track 

Sets my heart a-looking back. 
Cometh from the ripple a reproachful sound, 

From the gathering dusky shade, 

Sudden on the silver laid, 
Well I know that far away my true love frowned. 
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A MESSAGE 

A MESSAGE I gave to the sea, 
My lips ki3sed its green : 
From the shallows below 
The sea answered me : 
' Deep and far though I flow 
Two lovers between, 
She shall know.' 

I whispered it gently again, 
The sea kissed my face. 
I thought you were near. 
And my heart was fain 
Of youi: heart, dearest dear, 
And your lips' embrace — 
Did you hear ? 
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AGE TO YOUTH 

Why was I born so soon, so soon ? 

Why did you come, sweet girl, so late ? 
Alas ! I've reached the afternoon 

Of life, and unregardful fate 

My woven hours will not undo, 
Nor wrinkle on my brow abate. 

It still is early dawn with you, 

Between the moonset and the morn 
Your lips have gathered the sweet dew 

From flowers whereof my life's forlorn ; 

I am too tired for your young play. 
Gold only looks on gray with scorn. 

Yesterday loves in vain to-day. 
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BOREETHEN 

Her ship may sail to a southern port 

Beyond this slate-sad sea, 
A land with warmth and fragrance fraught- 

The cold lone north's for me. 

Her soul may soar to the sunny height 

Where Truth and Virtue be, 
May gaze afar with eagle sight — 

The misty plain's for me. 

Her life unleashed may leap and bound, 

A steed of the desert free, 
But mine the weary pug-horse round, 

The mope, the mill for me. 

Her heart may warm to another's kiss — 

God ! may I never see 
Those eyes of hers look love on his. 

As once they looked on me. 
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A SHADOW 

• Ah ! Love, why will you fly me 
So high, so high in air ? 

Wing down and nestle by me 
Where meadow flowers are fair.' 

Across the meadow grasses 
Love's shadow floateth by ; 

It pauses not but passes 
As love across the sky. 

I still pursue the shadow 

Along the sunlit day, 
Towards an Eldorado 

Of love-land far away. 

But sunset leaves me lonely ; 

Love's wings I cannot see. 
Although a shadow only — 

'Twas that of death for me. 
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SILENCE 

Where the Nile that night lay burnished, flood and 
fulness 
Drank the stillness of the desert undefiled ; 
In the star-illumined hour of midnight coolness, 

To the weariness of living reconciled, 
Thou and I in silence heard love's whispered breathing, 

Past the dahabeah in silence flowed the river. 
While its eddies in my heart a ' Now ' were wreathing, 
Thine eyes said ' Never.' 

Ebbed into the sea of old things unforgotten. 

Passing with the tide, whose dark mysterious flow 

Lent the boat a poise of pinions breeze-begotten. 
All forgetful of its anchor fast below. 

Ebbed and past that silent wrestle, thine and mine, 
Never more than to the still boat the swift river 

Shall I seem to thee — mine eyes shall be to thine 
Silent for ever. 
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BETTER THUS 

No ! lip to lip is nought to me, 

I covet not strange flesh, 
I would not be as others be 
Who friends enmesh, 



With touch of hand or foot that lures 

To common eyetold lies, 
That hackneyed love enslaved endures, 
And of them dies. 



I would be yours without one taint 

Of self-forgetfulness ; 
Loves calendar requires a saint, 
Shall I be less ? 
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Loved lips and eyes grow dry and dull 

When sin is satisfied, 
There is no soul within the skull 
Where love has died. 

But now, if you be near or far, 

Swift as the earliest light 
Of some yet undiscovered star 
Our souls unite. 
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WHISPERS 

Come here ! I must whisper. 

Or birds will hear, 
Their tell-tale twitter 

Reach granny's ear. 

All grown-up lovers 

In books I've read 
Keep locks of hair 

From their sweethearts' head. 

I am only a boy, 

You a little girl ; 
But I've stolen the scissors, 

And want a curl. 



At last ! I must whisper 
A word in your ear ; 

In a whirling waltz 

There's but one can hear. 
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Do you remember 
The curl you gave 

To the bullying boy 

Who is now your slave ? 

^A'e played at sweethearts, 
Nor understood ; 

Now will you plight me 
Your womanhood ? 



Lean down, I must whisper, 
I'm growing weak ; 

My heart is so full. 
It is hard to speak. 

We've fared together 
Through weal and woe. 

Kiss me, and promisCj , 
Before I go, 

You'll bind a gray lock 
With the brown you gave, 

And lay them on me 
Within my grave. 
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RE CONCILIA TION 

A HILLSIDE garden— ^my love and I — 
Clouds on the hill top heavy with rain, 

No glimpse of blue in the once blue sky, 
Dull heart and hollow with cloud and pain. 

1 held in my hand a ribboned sheaf 
Of short sweet notes of yester year, 

A rich green growing, yellowed to grief, 
Unthreshed corn in unreaped ear. 

Her lifted skirt in its hollow bore. 

In hastily tumbled countlessness, 
Leaves of my love's unblossomed store — 

Yesterday, ^h ! the worth of this ! 

We stood 'neath the tree where the birthday word 
Of our love last year went whispering ; 

Thank God ! the leaves were dead that heard. 
Bared the boughs for the burying. 
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She dropped the folds of her lifted gown, 
I loosened my ribbon, our letters spilled. 

Listlessly littered, rustled down 
Like Hlac blooms by an east wind killed. 

I kindled a light, the treasure fired. 

In a funeral wreath the smoke upcurled ; 

Could I have won what my soul desired 
That little spark had burned the world. 

The first few words of nothingness, 
Her notes that brought me to her side, 

My last long lines of love's distress — 
We watched them as they blackening died. 

But the soul of the words it had but slept 
A night's space, scared by a night's alarms ; 

Before the last spark rustling leapt 
My love lay weeping in my arms. 

A simple truth pure as the fire 

That fused our broken vows together 

Through storm and stress, delight, desire, 
Will haven into halcyon weather. 
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WEDDING WORDS 

' Love, honour, and obey ' — Ah ! lies, lies, lies ! 
' For richer '—that is truth ; how could they say, 
My lips yet bruised from yesterday's good-byes, 
' Love, honour, and obey ' ? 

' Thereto I plight my troth ' — how far away 
My voice seems ! How those saintly eyes 
From the east window pierce me ! ' Let us pray.' 

Would God I could ! but only memories rise. 
The moneyed reprobate, my spouse to-day. 
To honour and to love ? — This ring replies : 
' Love, honour — and obey.' 
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PARTING 

Farewell, farewell 1 The mocking fates divide us, 

The scroll of time is sealed and will not tell 
If memory or forgetfulness betide us — 
Farewell, farewell ! 

The keyword of our lives we cannot spell ; 

Hard thoughts of yesterday's lost chances chide us 
To-day : to-morrow maketh infidel 

Our hearts of those high hopes whereon we pride us. 

Let me go down into the nether hell — 
What matter life or death, heaven now denied us ? 
Farewell, farewell ! 



MOODS 

The moods of a man 

Are the moods of the sea : 
Fine, temperate, sure. 

Strong, noble and free, 
Grand in magnificent anger if angered by winds it be. 

But a woman's moods 

Are the moods of the land : 
Eden's curse to the tiller, 
Hard rock or soft sand, 
Tropical, winterly ; highest, iced hill-tops ; the lowest, 
banned. 
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A DREAM 

I DREAM an angel, with a sheaf of dreams 

Gleaned of lost thoughts and old forgotten deeds 
Engirdled ; in his right hand river reeds 

Seven-holed, attuned to music of glad streams, 

Bright pebble played ; and in his left dead gleams 
Of withered flowers, of empoisoned weeds 
Man plucked, man cultured from pure heavenly seeds. 

His flight as a black bat's flight aimless seems 

Above my ceilingless sleep-gaolered cell, 
But from a sudden wing turn on me fell 
A straw, a reed, a rose. Ah ! Angel, I 

Feel her lost kisses, hear the once loved tune, 
See all the garden-glow I marred so soon — 
Give me my poison weed that I may die. 
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LIFE'S POETRY 

The bell booms ' one ' 

In the old grey tower, 
His work is done, 

He may sleep an hour. 
Climb to the bell and you will hear 
Dreams of the deep note singing there. 

The landscape lit 

By a moment's levin 
Is graven, writ 
On the brain a heaven ; 
Fairer it lies in the long daylight 
For that swift touch in the riven night. 

A fish that springs 
In thundery shade. 
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Woodpeckers' wings 
Cross a narrow glade, 
Sunlight seen through a broken wave, 
A brief lived flower, an infant's grave ; 

A love flash shot 

From an eye unknown. 
All swift things, not 
To be made our own. 
Sweet themes for dreams, with no fear of strife, 
These are the poetry of life. 
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SOUND PICTURES 

A SINGER sings an idle note, 

From the trained tremor of his throat, 

The many millioned ripples float. 

Till science bid with learned spell 
Their flowing tides to pictures swell 
Of fronded fern or spiralled shell ; 

Forms of unearthly beauty, fraught 
With infinite divergence, caught 
In woven nets of human thought. 

May be th' unthinking butterfly 
Is winging through a gallery 
Of hues unseen of coarser eye. 

That as the idle singer sings 
For very joy of summer things 
It revels in new picturings. 



L AMOUR MODERNE 

Love cares not now for Corydon 
Or Cinderella in her cinders ; 
The Phyllises he doted on 

Are country-cousined Blowsalindas j 
He will not walk with him or her 
In coat or gown of yester-year. 

Outfashioned all his haunts— the grove, 

Garden and glade, and madrigal ; 
Banjo and boudoir vogued, and love 
A lounger in the Park, the Mall, 
Ready to cut you dead if you 
Treat him too much an serieux. 

But boudoirs, sweet with apple-bloom 
And gay with china shepherdesses. 
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Recall his old-time country home, 
His leafy, mossy wildernesses ; 

'\\^ood violet wafted from a fan 
Will stir as swift as zephyrs can. 

Love makes an artificial ' rus 
In urbe,' full of craftiness, 
More delicately dangerous 
Beneath his fashionable dress. 

And spite of dress and art you will 
Find he has country manners still. 
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MEMOR Y 

I ENTERED a Still Vaulted room 

Crammed from cornice unto floor, 
Dim in a dust-enmoted gloom, 
With a precious shelved store 

Of books and bindings, new and old, 
From the age of coal to the age of gold. 

Here was a heavy vellum roll, 
There a coating Byzantine, 
Here by Grolier's bold broad scroll 
Shone Le Gascon's tracery fine, 

Roger Payne with Duseuil, Derome, 
Lived on the oaken shelves at home. 

Many a bargain, many a find 
Glittered like an opera belle, 
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Unconscious of its rags behind 
Double with Duru's dentelle, 
Daintily dizened glimmered one 
Tooled by Cobden Sanderson. 

An army stood the walls along, 
Staff of plumed philosophies, 
Engirt by trumpet tomes of song, 
Serried ranks of histories, 

Round fiction's flag that floated large, 
Formed square to stand the critic's charge. 

Upon the floor ungathered lay 

Heaps confused of passing print. 
Gold and silver and copper they 
Never knew the binder's mint 

Perishing pamphlets passed for pelf — 
Better may be than an upper shelf. 

Letters flew from the littered floor 

Whirling news into my brain, 
While Brobdingnagian book-worms tore 
Folioed lies of weekly gain. 
And myriad magaziny elves 
Buzzed 'twixt my eyes and the sober shelves. 
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I could not find the book I sought, 

Confusion every searching dogged ; 
These treasures and these trifles ought, 
I grumbled, to be catalogued : 

I'll tell the owner— Ah ! 'twas I, 
That rummaged room, my memory. 
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OVER A CRADLE 

Why is that love-thief bending there 
Between my husband and my bed 
Over our babe ? She would not care 
Though it were dead. 

Her eyes are bright with love for him, 
Her cheeks rich as a shaded peach ; 
They have not known the tears that dim, 
The pangs that bleach. 

With sidelong look, upon my face 
She longs to see a whiter white, 
Impatient for his freed embrace — 
Her dawn, my night. 

I was awhile his love, his queen, 

My God his God, my life his life. 
Till her edged beauty clove between 
Husband and wife. 



94 OVER A CRADLE 

What have I done or left undone 

To lose life's crown of loving ? How 
Live crownless, seeing it shine upon 
Another's brow ? 

Ah ! I have prayed, have hoped o'ermuch 

The little eyes might vanquish hers, 
The little lips with fairy touch 
Unkiss my curse. 

But she is here. O ! worldly wise ! 

With veil of golden hair to dim 
My babe, and flash her alien eyes 
'Twixt it and him. 

Round the young life that bids me live 
My husband lets her feet encroach ; 
Living I never could forgive 
This last reproach. 

My eyes are dry, my heart can bleed 

No longer* Firstling, let us flee 
Deathward together ; here's no need 
Of you and me. 
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ENGLAND— FIN DE SIECLE 

Halls of England, stone and oak, 
Trophied rich from war and chase. 

If your courtly pictures spoke 
With the pride of ancient race, 

How their lips would thunder scorn 
On the England of to-day. 

Bricked with jerry-builder-born. 
Toyshop tenements that pay. 

Turn your pictures to the wall, 
Lest their noble eyes may see 

Scions of a seneschal 
Clowning at a village tea. 
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Split your armour into pens, 
Ink-envenomed for the lists ; 

Tourneys turned to talking dens, 
Primrose League's or Socialist's. 

Newer surnames now they know, 
Squires and dames of high degree 

Messrs. Bogus, Bond & Co., 
Mme. Chemisette & Cie. 

Yeoman blood flowed pure and old, 
Sire to son their acres went. 

E'er the cursed glut of gold 
Filled the land with discontent. 

On the ferment of its yeast 
Babble in the turbid vat 

Now an unbelieving priest, 
Now a Tory-Democrat. 

Never more shall England be 
Great or leading ; leaderless. 

Upward festers, foul and free, 
Leprosy of littleness. 
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THE FIRST SHOULD BE LAST 

Creators, daimons, gods to wit, 

Oyez ! Oyez ! attend : 
The primal fault of life's that it 

Begins at the wrong end ! 

The useless hours of babyhood 
Are spent in learning pain ; 

The little wants misunderstood, 
Its cries and tears are vain. 



How wasted all the fuss and fret, 
For parents soon will seem 

As full as great a bore to it 
As it will seem to them. 
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Youth passes in the weary mill 
Of schoolroom labour, iilled 

With useless facts and figures, till 
Fancy and faith are killed. 

The clock is wound, the hands are set. 
The brain-wheels helpless turn — 

When there is freedom to forget 
'Tis wisdom to unlearn. 

Emancipated groom and bride 
Love's ways investigate ; 

With no experience to guide 
They often end in hate. 

Then aches and pains begin to tell 
That manhood's prime is past. 

That soon must sound the passing bell, 
When life seems good at last. 

Sad, helpless, peevish, hateful age 
Beholds with useless fret 

Youth waiting for its heritage 
While it can but regret 
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Past loves, past triumphs, beauty, strength 

All fled beyond recalling ; 
From the tree of life, once green, at length 

The last brown leaves are falling. 

Creators, daimons, gods to wit, 

Oyez ! Oyez ! attend : 
The primal fault of life's that it 

Begins at the wrong end ! 

Far better touch the mounded grave, 

And bid the bones arise ; 
Too many lives to damn or save 

You've sent this world of lies. 

Let them repass, resume the flesh 

That erstwhile withered. 
Laid in the bed they left afresh 

Let live the aged dead. 

Think as their strength comes slowly back. 

With all they thought and knew, 
How they will tread an easier track, 

The joys of life renew. 
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THE FIRST SHOULD BE LAST 

The pitfall and the snare avoid, 
Grow gladder every day, 

Till the pure end of a life enjoyed 
Shall be a baby's play. 

Creators, daimons, gods to wit, 

Oyez ! Oyez ! attend : 
The primal fault of life's that it 

Begins at the wrong end ! 



ANY HUSBAND TO ANY (^OTHERS) WIFE: 
AN INVITATION 

The suns were brighter, 
The winters lighter, 
All nature fairer 

For you and me. 

If bonds were broken 

And we were free. 



'Tis love's own season ; 
He sings his reason 

Why we should woo him 

Now days are long. 
And lilt together 
His merry song. 



I02 ANY HUSBAND TO ANY {OTHER'S) WIFE 

Skies will be bluer, 
Love's old tune newer, 
Dark days be gayer 
For me and you. 
To one another 
Untruly true. 
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ANY WIFE TO ANY {OTHER'S) If USB AND: 
A REPLY 

Skies were no bluer, 
Dark days no fewer, 
The grass no greener 

For you and me 
If I were faithless 
And you were free. 



Love knows no season ; 
With wild unreason, 
He suns in winter 

Or snows in June, 
And hums to waltz time 
A tragic tune. 



I04 ANY WIFE TO ANY (OTHER'S) HUSBAND 

Suns will be brighter, 
And dark days lighter, 
Love's music sweeter 

For me and you, 
While I am faithful 
And you are true. 
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FROM FRANQOIS COPPEE 

Good-eye ! I am afraid that Love will bring 
To me but madness, you but suffering ; 

'Tis time we parted. 
As a coquette her favourite pearls at night, 
So I unloosen from my neck your white 

Arms, heavy hearted. 

Good-bye ! Love comes. Enough our fond caprice ; 
Let us not rack our heartstrings, spoil our peace 

With tears at leaving. 
Good-bye ! Good-bye ! My scarred heart bleeds again 
Re-wounded ; all too great has been my pain. 

Too late believing. 

Good-bye ! Love spies on us with wakeful mind 
To punish our sweet trifling, and behind 
Him Retribution ; 



io6 FROM FRANCOIS COPPtE 

Like to the Asian queen's black eunuch pight 
To hale her lovers of a single night 
To execution. - 

One week all mine ! O glorious happiness 
Of maddening joys, in nightly loveliness 

Of summer folden ! 
My memory is bright with stars of love, 
But these twin loves of ours among them move 

Like planets golden. 

But I am poor and proud, you far too fair. 
Alas ! I cannot hope your staying — spare 

Our tears of sorrow ; 
Life is so cruel — but a little stay 
And they will grow, our sweet sighs of to-day. 

To sobs to-morrow. 

Ah, pity ! pity ! Dear, 'tis time for flight ! 
But let me dream of yoti some lonely night. 

Behold you sleeping 
Once more enfolded in my loving arms. 
Then let me lay between your bosoms' charms 

Last kisses, weeping ! 
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FROM HEINE 

Once I thought my heart must sever. 
Never should I bear it, never ; 
I have borne it all — but now 
Ask not how. 
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MOONLIGHT 

(From Paul Verlaine] 

Through your soul might featly go, 
Meetly landscaped, to and fro, 
Merry masques of Bergamo, 
Dancing in a mazy wreath 

To the lute, their garb of gladness 
Gay, fantastical, beneath 

Hiding semitones of sadness. 

In a minor key they sing 
Love the conqueror and king, 
Life and living favouring. 

But their eyes the songs belie. 

Happiness is out of tune ; 
Song and music mingling die 
In the twilight of the moon. 



MOONLIGHT 109 

Exquisitely sad her beam 
Little birds in sleep supreme 
Stirs with many a sudden dream, 
Birds on branch asleep, asleeping 

Lies the marble basin nigh, 
To the moonlight fountains leaping 
Sob in throbbing ecstasy. 



FROM PAUL VERLAINE 

The sky is high above the roof, 

So blue, so calm ! 
Its foliage sways above the roof 

A swaying palm. 



Against the sky the bell I see 

Is tinkling faint, 
Upon the tree the bird I see 

Singeth her plaint. 



Ah ! woe is me ! Life, life is here 

Simple and sweet, 
Peaceful the murmur here 

Of square and street. 



FROM PAUL VERLAINE 

' What hast thou, ever weeping there 

These tears of ruth, 
What hast thou done, that weepest there 

With all thy youth ? ' 



FROM PAUL VERLAINE 

Broadens the twilight up the day-dawn soaring ; 

Hope who so long had fled me turns and brings, 
Hearing at last my appealing and imploring, 

Happiness here on her returning wings. 



Thoughts gray with gloom and grieving I have done with, 
Done with the dreams of evil and of dole, 

Curling of lip and irony are gone with 

Words where wit triumphed, words without a soul. 



Left far behind all angry fist-upraising, 
Clenched in the face of folly or of vice, 

Hate left behind the draughts that were debasing. 
Quaffed for their Lethe at the Devil's price. 
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A Being of the light has shone upon my portal, 
Through the black night illumining my face, 

Light of a love a firstling and immortal, 

Smiling and sweet with goodness and with grace. 



Guide me, sweet eyes, with gentle beauty burning ; 

Lead me, dear hand, clasp the trembling of m}- own, 
Down the mossed paths without tottering or turning, 

Up the roads rough of rut and sharp of stone. 



Upright and calm my life shall henceforth find me, 
Seeking its goal as Fate directs the way. 

Violence, remorse, and envy far behind me, 
Happy each duty, every struggle gay. 



Lulling the length of my travel and my leisure, 
Frankly my songs shall carol to the skies. 

She — she will hear them, listening in pleasure— 
\\'Tiat need for me of other Paradise ? 
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L'ENVOl 

Alas ! the fields of poesy 

Are reaped and bare, 
Enbarned the gold and greenery 
Once there. 



An ear or two, a bramble leaf, 

Poppies, wild thyme. 
Will only shape a little sheaf 
Of rhyme. 



Alas ! poor nature bleedeth black, 

This age of coal. 
For millionaires who nothing lack 
But soul. 
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How long before their Babel falls 

With lucre leaning? — 
Ah ! let me pass beyond their walls 
A gleaning. 



PRINTED BY 

3FOTTI3WOODE AND CO., NEW-STKEET SQUARi: 

LONDON 



